Maine Memories

by

Eyes Right

East Belfast, ME  - I picked up my new passport a few weeks ago as we passed through here.  This passport is my second one, and is slightly larger, but similar in color and shape to my  other one entitled “United States of America.”  The new one uses the same font to spell out, PASSPORT, in impressive gold color print, but in place of the rather nasty looking, but traditional, American eagle clutching arrows, it has a red lobster on the right and a lighthouse on the left, surrounded by the words, MAINE LOBSTER.

Instead of all those cute (and blank) pages for visa stamps in my “regular” passport, my new one has tons of tips on how to eat lobster, including “Lobster for Breakfast,” “Lunchtime Lobster,” and (my favorite), “Maine Lobster Memories.”  [I am not certain if those pages are for my memories of lobsters, or lobster memories just before they are dropped into the boiling water].    In case that you may be wondering about the page on lobster for breakfast, here is the summary:  lobster benedict, or if you are not into hollandaise sauce, lobster scramble (diced lobster mixed in with your scrambled eggs).  

If I have just titillated your appetite, you can race to your computer, and, according to another page in my passport, immediately have some fresh Maine lobster shipped direct to your door by logging onto lobsterfrommaine.com.   But one word of caution before you start looking for Larry the Lobster on your front porch: you better have a fairly high limit on your VISA (the credit card, not the passport), because Maine lobster is rather pricey these days.

As opposed to the “good ole days” when we first came to Maine in the 1960’s, lobster is just as expensive here now as it is in our local supermarket tanks in Virginia.  Most restaurants charge at least $20 for a lobster meal, and you will be finding the price at most local lobster pounds to be at least $9 per pound for the smaller lobsters, and around $11 a pound for larger ones.

I had picked up my Lobster Passport at Young’s Lobster Pound, located just off U.S. Route 1 on the eastern bank of the Passagassawakeag River [not a typo].  Just to the south is Belfast Bay, an inlet on Maine’s Atlantic shoreline.  We opted for the “Shore Dinner,” consisting of a tempting plate of a 1 ½ pound lobster, served on a paper plate with a pile of steamer clams, a cup of clam chowder, corn on the cob, cole slaw, a bag of chips, and some melted butter in a plastic cup – all for $28.95.  Young’s is a BYOB eatery, so we brought along our own beer and sat on their outdoor upper deck overlooking the harbor.  Customers can pick out their own lobster, and one of the employees taking your order (mine was a Jamaican named Carl from Ocho Rios) throws it in a mesh bag along with your clams and the corn and chucks it all into a vat of boiling water.  I chose to let Carl pick out the lobsters for us, as I felt the typical tourist twinge of guilt.  

When I asked Carl where the term “Pound” comes from, he gave me a Jamaican belly laugh, and grinned, “That’s what da tanks da lobsters are in are called, Mon!”  About 20 minutes later, Carl called out our number and we were soon covered in lobster juice, and, more importantly, now had some info to enter in our passports under Maine Lobster Memories.  I wrote, “I wonder how a Jamaican ended up selling lobsters in Maine?”

I thought you might like to know.
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